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All to %Jch. Awake and thinkc ourwrono-s in R ,‘ 

Will conquer hin,,awelce and win the dayf 

c-t o, j 5>“J> 

y«<>eBIo6dyand guiltie, guiltily awake 

Andina bloody battellciidthy dares. ’ 

Thinkon Z». Haftings,difpairc and die. 

A vnrroubled fouje,awake,awake. 

Artne,fightand conquer foi faire En^lands fake 

g "•'‘^ K.R.DjCameontbyeonfinsfinothu 

Let vs belaid withtnthy bofome Richard, ToLr 

Andwaythcedownetoruine,fkamcandde^^^ 

^i^paircand die. 

Good A,|gel. gnard thee Son? tite 

LiueandbcgctahappieraceofKinos, ^ 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee floriT},- 

Richard.thy wife, that wrccchcdAnne thy wife 

IT hat neuer llept a qu.fet hourc with thee ^ 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations’, 

7^0 morrow in the battaile thinkeon me 
And fall th)^dgdeire fword,difpaire and die. 

To Aeyhou quiet foulelleepe thou a quiet flecoe 
Dreame ©f fucccflc and happie viftorie, ^ 

Thy Adiierfaries wife doth fnav for thee. 

The firft was /tha t helpt thee to the Crownc 
Thy lafl was / that felt thy tyrannic 
0,m the battcll thinke on 2?ucking’ham. 

Anddic in tcrroi of thy guiltineffc : 

Dreame on dreame on.of bloody deeds and death 

Fainting d.fpane, difoairing )'ccld thy breath, * 

1 o I dyed for hope ere /could lend thee aid 

B^iit cbeare thy heart, and be thou not di/inayd 

And Richard fals in heightofatl his pride 

re' !,• r>- 

/C.ifr. Giiicmeanothcrhorfe.bind vpmy wounds. 

. Jiauemercic/du ; foff,] did but dreame. O Coward 
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of Richard the third. 

O coward confciencc,how doefl thou affliftroef 
The li<^hts burne blew, it is not dead midnight : 

Cold f?arefull drops Rand on my trembimg tfofo, 

What do I feare my fclfe ; thers none cUc by, 

Richard loucs Richard, ihatis^ am I : 

/s there a murthcrer here i no. Yes I am. 

Then flic, what from myfelfe? great reafon why , 

Left /reuengc. What my lelfe vponmyfeltc? 

Alackc / loue my felfe, wherefore# for any good 
That I myifelfe hauc done vnto my fclfeJ 

O no : alas /rather hate my felfe, 

For hatcfull deeds committed by my felfe : 

7amavillaine,yet 71ye,/amnot. 

Foole of thy felfe fpeake well,foolc do not Hatter, 
confciencc hath a thoufand feucrall tongues. 

And euery tongue bring* in a feucrall talc, 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villainc : 

Periiiric, in the higheft degree, 

Murthcr, fterne murther,in the dyreft degree. 

All feucrall finnes, all vfde in each degree, ^ 

Ttong all to the ban e, crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 

a'ihall difpare.therc is no creature loues me. 

And if/dicinofoulc fhallpiuicrot: rir ^ 

And wherefore foould they# lincc that I my Iclrc, / 
Findcinmyfelfe,nopittietDmy felfe. '-.y 

Me thought the foules of all that /murthred 

Came alfto my tent, and euery on did threat f , 

To niorrowes vengeance on the head or Richard, , 
Sttter%atcliQe. 

%ai. My Zord, 

Km. Zounds, who isheare# 

Rat R8tliffe,my Lord tis 7j the early village cocke 
Hath twife done fajutatiou to the niornc. 

Your friends are vp, and b uckle on their armor. 

Km. O Ratcliffe, 7hauc drearod a fcarefull dreame. 
What thinkfl thoq, will our friends proue all true# 

Rat. NodoptmyZord. 

King. ORatcliffc,7fcarc, 7feare, 

Nny iny Lord^bc not arraid ot {nsdowes# 

By the ApoftleFaul, ftiadowcs to night 





